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And let my woes frownc on the vpper hand 
Ifforrow can admit focietic, ' 

Tell ouer your woes againe by vewingmme, 

I had an Edward, till a Richard kdd him: 

J had a Richard, til la Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft an Edward,till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft a Richard ? rilla Richard kild him. 

D»ch. 1 had a Richard too,and thou dift kill him: 

I had a Rutland toe, thou hopft to kill him. • . . 

(YiMtr.Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard ktld hum 
From forth the kehnellof thy woinbe liatn crept. 

A hcl-hound that doth hunt vs all to death j 
That dogge,that had nis teeth before his eyes 
To worne lambes.andlap their gentle blouds. 

That foule defacer of Gods handle worke. 

Thy wombe let loofe,tochafe vsto our graues, 

O vpright, iuft, and true difp ofing God, 

How do 1 thanke thcc,that this catiiall curre, 

Praies on the idue of his mothers bodie. 

And ma kes her pucfello w with others mone. 

f D;tc, O, Harries wife, triumh not in my woes, 

God witnefle withme,l hauewept for thee. 

QJMa. Beare with me, I am bungrie for reuenge, 
Andnbw I cloie me with beholding it, 

Thy ! Edwafd,he is dead .that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead ,to quit my Edward, 

Yong YbrkCjhe is but boote becaufc both they 
Match not the high pettaon of my lofle : 

Thy Clarence heivdcad'ithat kildtny Edward, 

And the beholdtfft'ttfihHtragicke plaie, 

The adulterate Haftings,Riuers, Vaughan, Gray, 
Vntimely fmothred in their duikie graucs, 

Richard yet liucs,hels blacke intelligencer, : 

Onely referued their factor to buie foules, 

A nd fend them thither jbUt at hand at handy 

Etifucs his pitcous,and vnpittied end, _ 

Earth gapes, hell bufncs,ncndc$ roare,faintes pray * 

T.o hauchim fuddcnly conttci^d&way. - 




Cancell his bond of lifc,deare Gpd I pray. 

That I may liue to fay, the dog is dead. 

jgu, O thou didft prophccie the time would come. 
That I fhould willi for thee to helpe me curlle. 

That botteld fpider,tbat foule hunch-backt toade. 

jgMar. I cald thee thcnyvaiije flourifh of my fortune, 

I cald thee then,poore lhadow, painted Queene, 

The prefentation of,but what 1 was. 

The flattering index of a direfull pageant. 

One heaued a high, to be hurld downe belowe, 

A mother onely, mockt with two fweete babes, 

A dreame of which thou wert a breath,a bubble, 

A figne of dignities garifti flagge, 

To he the aime ofeuery dangerous Ihpt,. 

A Queene in ieaft,one!y to fill the feeane. 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers?" 
Where are thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy? 

Who-fues to thee, and cries God faue the Queene? 

Where be the bending peeres that flattered thee? 

Where be the thronging troupes that followed theef 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. 

For happie wifeja moft diftreflcd widow. 

For ioy full mother, one that wades the name. 

For Queene, a very Catiue crownd with care. 

For one being fu;d too,one that humblie fup.s, 

For one commaunding all,obeyed of none, 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcornd of me, 

Thus hath the courfe of mfticc wheel’d about. 

And left thee but, a very pray to time, 

Hauing no more,but thought of what thou wert, - 
T o torture thee the more, being what thou art, 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doeft thou not, . 

Vfurpe the iuft proportion ofroy forrotv. 

Now thy proude necke,beares halfe my burthened yok fy 
From which.cuen here,Iflip my wearic necke. 

And leaue the burthen of it all on thee : 

Farewell Yorkcs wife,and Queene of fad mifehatate,; . 
Thcfe Englifh woesjW'ill make foule mfraace « . 
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